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With whatsoever skill is ours 
we Meleager praise, 
the amorous nature, fond of flowers, 
the master of sweet phrase: 

We Meleager praise, that well 
of unkind Love's despite 
could tell in song, in song could tell 
of kindly Love's delight 

Foreign of race are we, that own 
too harsh a voice to sing, 
music of more entrancing tone, 
to praise him, borrowing. 

And yet no stranger he, nor dead, 
for him among all men 
the Muses have established 
a deathless denizen. 



'H/xet? Tov (f)iX€pa)Ta, rov '^Sofievov IS/leXeaypov 
avOeaiy rov /ca\^9 efifiopov €V€7rli]^, 
alvovfiev, rov ^Kpa)To<; dfi€t\i')(^iov fieXeScova^i 
ei5 Kot fiecXf^lov Tepyjrcv aecadfievov, 
oOveloL yeverjv, ^(ov'qv Tpa'^etav e^oi're?, 
aX)C ipareLvoriprjv yrjpvv dfi€iyjrdfi€voc, 

a(f)0CTOv iv iraa-Lv OrJKav iirijdSovioi^, 



INTRODUCTION 

We know little more of Meleager than we learn from his own poems (XLIX 
and L), that he was born at Gadara in Palestine, lived in his youth at 
Tyre, and in his old age at Cos; and that he made his first essay in 
literature as a disciple of Menippus, the Cynic, whom we know to have 
been his fellow-citizen. Menippus was famous for his satires. Diogenes 
Laertius, in his Lives of the Philosophers^ says of him : " There is nothing 
of serious value to be got from him, but his books are full of laughable 
matter, something like those of his contemporary, Meleager." Still, the 
epithet commonly applied to him, o (TTrovSoyeXoco^, suggests that his 
humour had a serious purpose. Meleager's words do not imply that he 
was more than an imitator of Menippus in the satiric style. Of this kind, 
doubtless, were the works from which Athenaeus quotes, the Xa/)6T€9, 
or Graces, and the ^vfiTroatov, or Banquet-Party, which was probably 
modelled on the ^vyinroGiov of Menippus. The loss of these we need 
not lament, possessing what we do of his poems and of the Sre^az/o?. 
This was a collection of short poems, such as these of his own, which he 
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gathered together into a Garland^ dedicating it to his friend Diodes in 
beautiful verses. Here are some of the most interesting couplets of this 
dedication, in which, naming forty-seven of the contributing authors, he 
assigns to each a flower : 

MoCca ^iKoLy tLvv rdvBe <f>epei^ ira^Kapirov doiSdv ; 
rj Tt9 KoX Tev^a^i vfivoOcTav aTe(f)avov ; 
avvae fiev MeXiaypof;, dpL^aktp Be AlokXcc 
fivafioavvov ravrav i^eTrovrjae '^dpcv 
TToWcL fiev ifiTrXe^a^ 'Ai/vr?;? xpiva, TroXXa Be Moipov^ 
Xeipca, xal Sa7r(f)ov<; j3aia fiiv, dWa poBa* 
vdpKcaaov re rop&v MeTuLvcTTTrlBov eyxvov vfivtov, 
KaX veov olvdv0i]<; Kkrjfia ScfKovlBeco. 

Ty S' afia KaX adfiy^v^ov a^' r^BvirvooLO ^Viavov, 
KoX yXvKifv ^Hplvvrj^ Trap0Gv6')(p(OTa xpoKOV, 

iv S* apa Aafidr/rjrov, cov fiiXav, '^Bv re fivprov 
K.d\Xcfidj(pv, (rTV(f)€Xov fiearov del fieXcro^. 

iv Be KaX eK (f)op^r]^ cKOfiOTpi'^o^ avOo^ dKdyOrj^ 
^ Kpj(CX6')(pVy fiiKpd<; (TTpdyya^; dir d>K€avov. 
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vol fi7)v Kol '^(pvaeLov del OeLoio YiXoTayvo^ 

xX&va, Tov ef dperrj^ iravroOc Xafiirofievov. 

• •••••••• 

aWcJv T epvea iroKka v€6ypa(f)a' to?9 S cifia fiova-rjf; 
Koi a(f)€T€pi](; €Tc TTOv TTpcocfia XevKoca, 

Sweet Muse, to whom this fruitage of singing hast thou brought ? 

who was it that the poets' garland wrought ? 

'twas Meleager made it, for noble Diodes 

contriving a remembrance that might please ; 

of Moero many lilies enweaving in his posies, 

and Anyte ; of Sappho few, — but roses ; 

with daffodils hymn-teeming of Melanippides, 

and young vine-tendril of Simonides. 

■ •••••••• 

With marjoram from fragrant Rhianus therewithal, 
and sweet Erinna's crocus virginal. 

• •••••••• 

The pansy, Damagetus, and of Callimachus 
sweet myrtle, full of honey rigorous. 

• •••••••• 

And, from the pasture, blossom from off that crisped thorn, 
Archilochus, small drops from ocean borne. 
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With ever-golden branches of Plato the divine, 
that everywhere do of their virtue shine. 

• •••■• ••• 

And many shoots of others new-writ ; and with them set 
of his own muse white snowdrops early yet. 

We have altogether near one hundred and thirty epigrams ascribed to 
Meleager ; but half of them will hardly bear translation. 

A scholiast says that he flourished in the time of the last Seleucus. 
The last king of the name was killed in b.c. 95 or 94. The last of the 
Seleucid dynasty, Antiochus Asiaticus, was expelled by Pompeius in b.c. 65. 

A most eloquent criticism of Meleager will be found in the chapter 
on the Anthology of Mr. J. A. Symonds's Studies of the Greek Poets, That 
there I read first of Meleager is only one small reason for the tribute 
I delight in paying to that book. 

Translation being so much a technical matter, I may be allowed to 
add a few words upon the metres I have used. Ten-syllable iambics 
can rarely give the effect of Greek elegiacs. For poems of a somewhat 
severe style, as the Epitaphs of Simonides, they may serve, though 
too short; and are suited to epigrams in our narrowed English sense, 
especially when of only two lines : but for poems whose excellence is 
their melody and grace they are not only too short, but too stiff and too 
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slow. I am sure that the movement of the elegiac couplet is generally 
best rendered by the simple quatrain I have most often used, though this, 
in its turn, is a little over-long. It is not unnecessary to say that corre- 
spondence in length is not to be judged by counting syllables. Greek is 
longer than English; owing to perfection of structure not so much as 
would appear from comparison of the separate words, but still slightly 
longer on the whole. My variations from the simple quatrain must justify 
themselves. In the Idyll on Spring I have tried to suggest the effect 
of the bucolic hexameter. 

Finally, I would assure those who cannot read the Greek that the 
translation is at any rate faithful. 

Florence, May 1890. 



Of every flower his garland did Meleager twine, 
but he doth of the garland himself the garland shine. 



AYt6c A*'dKAi(Mn€l TOY CT€<|)ANOY CT€<|)ANOC. 



Such the blossoms that were borne 
by the Grecian soil outworn, 
whom the portion to possess 
of eternal youthfulness 
did the Muses, kindly bent, 
with the Graces in consent, 
will, upon their opening, 
their sweet beauty marvelling. 
Not of Grecian birth are we, 
but, no Grecians though we be, 
still to us the blooms are dear, 
blown in Greece, and never sere. 



TocdSe Kal ytjpaa'KOV dv€Tpa<f>ev 'EWaSo? oZSa^ 
dpOea, TO?? TjjSrjf; S&pov decOaXeo^ 
Kouvov avv H^apLTea-aip dvoiyofievoKTiv eSeoxav 
M.ov(Tai, TO yXvKepbv KdWo<; dr/aao'dfievat, 
fjfiel^ ov^ ''EW^i;e9' dv€XXi]V€<s Se <f>tXovfi€v 
rrjv ov Kap<f>ofi€vrjv 'EWaSo9 dvdoa-vvqv. 
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Sweet utterances we bring to thee 
of Meleager's voice, 
that are of all his poesy 
the treasures of our choice. 

Come, if thou canst, receive the gift ; 
but if thy learning fails 
to rede the dulcet-sounding drift 
of Grecian nightingales, 

For thee the twitterings musical, 
so hardly to be read, 
in our outlandish phrases all 
have we interpreted. 



'Hj/tSe KaWl(f)0oyya /leXlo'/jLaTd aoc Mekea^pov 

TTpoaifyipo/JLev, ttoW&v ram aTroKe^dfievoc, 

dW el fiev Svvaa-ac, XajSk rrjv X^P^^' ^^ ^' dpudaivei^ 

\eipLov ^^XKrjvoDV fiovaav drjSovlSoDV, 

(Tol Ta hvaepfirjvevra XaXrjpjiTa /3apj3apo(l)(ovoi<; 

Xp^^dfievoL (fyOoyyoi^ irdvT iaaifyrivia-afiev. 
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Aeivb^ *'E^ci)9, Seti/09* ri Se to irXiov rjv iraXiv elTTO) 

fj yap 6 TraZ? tovtoco-l yeXa, xal irvKva KaKia-Oeh 
i]S€Tai' Tjv S' e?7rct) \olSopa, Koi Tpe^eTau. 
OavfUL Si fioL irw apa, Sta yXavKolo ^avelaa 
KVfjuiTOf;, i^ vypov, Kwrpc, av irvp reroKa^, 
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A PLAGUE is Love, a plague ! but yet 
what profit shall it prove 
again and oft again to fret 
and cry : A plague is Love ? 

The boy but laughs to hear such news ; 
chid with a tongue let loose, 
enjoys it ; and if I abuse, 
he thrives upon abuse. 

O hither through the green wave sent, 
Cypris, I must admire 
how thou from that moist element 
hast brought to birth a fire ! 
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II 

Krjpvaa-o} tov "E^eora, rov aypcov apri yap apri 

opOpLVO^ ix KoiTr)<; ^^er' aTroTrrdfievo^, 

can S* 6 Tral^ yKvKvSaxpv^, aetKaXo^j a)/cif^, aOaix^rj^, 

acfia yeX&v, irTepoei^ v&ra, <f>apeTpo(f)6po^^ 

TraTpo<; S* ovKer ej^eo (fypd^ecv rlvo^' ovre ycbp AiOrjp, 

ov yi6(S)v (fyrjac reKelv tov Opaa-vv, oif TJeXayo^;' 

TrdvTrj yctp xal iracnv dire')(jSeTaL' aW' iaopare 

fiTj irov vvv yjrv^aif; aWa rlOrjaL \lpa, 

fcaiToi Kelvo^ ISov irepX (fxoXeop* ov fie \eXi]0a^, 

To^ora, Zr}vo(l>tKa^ ofifiaai KpuirTOfievo^, 
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II 

Hue and cry for Love the wild ! for early from his bed, 
early in the morning hath he taken wing and fled. 

Sweet in tears and sly of laughter, dauntless, prattling ever, 
swift, with wings upon his back and at his side a quiver. 

But the father of the rogue I cannot tell, for Sea, 
Earth and Air alike declare : No son of mine is he. 

For of all he is abhorred in every place ; beware 
lest he setteth for your souls even now another snare. 

See, why at his lair he lies ! I have discovered thee, 
archer, lurking in the eyes of my Zenophile. 



POEMS OF MELEAGER 



III 

HayKela-Oo) koI /larpo^ er ev koXttoco-c xadevScov' 

ircoXelaOo)* rl S' ifiol to Opaait tovto Tpe^eiv ; 

Kol yap (n/iov e(f)V koI viroTrrepov, aKpa S' opv^l 

KPi^ec, Kol kXatov ttoWcL fiera^it yeXa* 

7rpo<s S' en Xoiirbv arpeirrov, aetXdXov, o^v SeSopKo^, 

aypcov, ovS^ avTy firjrpl (jyiXy ridaaov* 

Trdvra Tepa<S' rotyap ireirpaaerai, eX tl^ airoirkov^; 

efiiropo^ wveladai iratha 0e\ec, irpoaiTco, 

KaiTOV Xla-aer ISov SeSaKpv/iivo^* ov a ere ttodXA* 

Odpaer Zrjvo(l}lXa avvTpo(f>o<i &he fieve. 
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Let him be sold, though still he sleep 
upon his mother's breast ! 
let him be sold ! why should I keep 
so turbulent a pest ? 

For winged he was born, he leers, 
and sharply with his nails 
he scratches, and amid his tears 
oft laughs the while he wails. 

Withal and further, glances keen 
he plies, devoid of shame, 
a ceaseless babbler, wild, nor e'en 
to his own dear mother tame. 

An utter monster : on that ground 
sold he shall be to-day : 
if any trader outward bound 
would buy a boy, this way ! 

But see, in tears beseecheth he : 
nay, thee no more I sell : 
fear not, with my Zenophile 
remain thou here to dwell. 
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IV 

"iiSr) XevKocov OaXKei, BoKXei Be ^tkofi^po^ 
vdpKiaao<;, OdWec 8' ovpeaif^oira Kpiva* 
r]Srj S* r) (fyiKepaaTOf;, iv dvOeaiv &pifJLOV av0o^, 
Zr)vo(f>i\a HecOov^; dBif reOrfKe poBov, 
XeifjL&ve^, tI fidraia KOfiac^ iiru ^auBpd yeXare ; 
d yap iraU Kpetaaayv dBvirvooav aref^dvoav. 
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IV 

Now bloometh the white violet, now bloom the daffodils 

that love the rain, the lilies bloom that ramble o'er the hills. 

Now, love's delight, among the flowers the fairest flower that blows, 

Zenophile is in her bloom, Enchantment's own sweet rose. 

Ye meadows, why so vainly smile for blossoms in the grass, 

whenas your fragrant posies all my lady doth surpass ? 



lo POEMS OF MELEAGER 
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'ASu fjuiXo^, vaX Tlava tov ^ApxaSa, 7rr)KTlBc fieXirec^, 

Zr)vo<l>i\a, vol Hav , dBif xpeKei^ tl fiiXo^, 

TTol ae <l>vya} ; irdvTrj fie ire p tare i'^pvaiv *'E^a)T€9 

ovB oaov dfiirvevaav ^aiov iSac ')(p6vov. 

fj yap fioL fJLop<f)d jSaXXet, iroOov, rj TrdXt fiovaa, 

V X^P^^* V — '^^ Xeyo) ; TravTW irvpl (fyXiyofiai. 
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V 

A LOVELY melody, my sweet, by Pan of Arcady, 

thou playest upon thy lyre ; by Pan, a lovely melody ! 

Where shall I fly ? on every side about me Loves patrol, 
and will not even a breathing-while give rest unto my soul. 

For now thy beauty, now thy wit awakes in me desire, 

or else thy grace, or else thine — all : I am consumed in fire. 
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VI 



EiJSe*?, Zr)vo(f)Lka, rpv^epov OdXo^' el6* iirl aol vvv 

aiTTepo^ elarjeiv virvo^ eirX ^etfidpoL^' 

0)9 67rl (Tol fJLfjS* ovTO^ 6 KoX Afc09 ofifiara OeKrftov 
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VI 

Zenophile, my tender bloom, 
thou sleepest. Oh the guise 
of gliding slumber to assume 
and enter on thine eyes ! 

That thereby might not even he 
have unto thee access 
who lulls the lids of Zeus, but thee 
I only might possess. 
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VII 



To aKV<f)0^ aSif y€yr)0e, \iyei, 8' otl ra^ (fycXepcoTO^ 
yfravet, Zt7)vof^Cka<; tov XaXlov arofiaro*;. 
oXfiiov eL0* vir ifiotf; vvv '^ctKeai '^elXea Oeiaa 
dirvevo'Tl '^V')(av rhv iv ifiol TrpoTrioi. 
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VII 

The cup in bliss rejoiceth much 
because, so boasteth he, 
'tis his the prattling mouth to touch 
of sweet Zenophile. 

O happy cup, to be so quaffed ! 
would she her lips might strain 
to my lips now, and at a draught 
the soul within me drain ! 
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VIII 

^O^v^oat fccl>vG)7r€^, dvaiBee^;, aifiaro^ avBptSv 

alcjxove^, vvKTOf; KVcoSaXa ScTTTipvya, 

^aiov Z7)vo(f)L\av, XiTOfiai, irdpeO^ rjav^ov virvov 

evhelv. Tafia S* IBov aapfcotfyayelTe fieXr). 

KalroL irpo^ tl fiaTTjv avSdS ; Ka\ Orfpe^ aTcyKTOt 

repirovTai Tpv(f>€p(S %/3a)Tl '^laivofievoi, 

aXV €Ti vvv TrpoXiycD, xa/ca Opefifiara, \i]y€T€ toX/jlt)^, 

fj yvcoaeaOe %€/)(iSi/ ^rfKoTViroiv Bvvafitv* 
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Ho there, you shrilly-sounding gnats, you suckers of men's blood ! 

ho there, you shameless animals, night's double-winged brood ! 

A little space let quiet sleep Zenophile refresh, 

I beg of you, and make, behold, your banquet on my flesh. 

Yet. why command I thus in vain ? even unperceiving beasts 

delight upon her tender skin to make their dainty feasts. 

But, evil creatures, still I give my warning unto you : 

your boldness end, or you shall see what jealous hands can do. 
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IX 

'Hj^97€49 T€TTi^, Bpoaepai^ arayovea-ac fieOvaOeh 

a^povofiov fieKirei,^ fiovaav iprjfioXaXop, 

axpa B i<l>€^ofi€vo<; TreraXo*? irpLovwieau kco\oc<; 

aWloTTt K\d^€C(; 'XptorX fieXvafia \vpr)<;. 

aXKd, <f)tKo<;, (fyOeyyov tv veov SevSpeoSeac Nv/Jb<f)ai,<; 

Tralyviov, dvTtpSov Uavl KpeKcov Kekaiov, 

6<f>pa (fytjycbv top *'Epa)Ta fiearjfi^pLvov virvov d/ypevaoD 

ivOdS" viro (TKuep^ Ke/cXLfievo^ TrXardvip, 
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IX 

Chirrupping grasshopper, drunken with dew-drops, 
lonely thou tunest a shrill meadow-lay, 
perched upon petals, with legs that are saw-like, 
swarthy one, as on a cithern to play. 

Friend, sing anew for delight of the tree-nymphs, 
answer to Pan with a rivalling strain, 
that I, fleeing Love, may get sleep in the noon-tide 
here, lying under the shade of the plane. 
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X 

T/ ^evov el jSpoToXocyo^ "EpcD^ ra irvpiirvoa ro^a 
^dWet Kol \afivpoL<; ofjufiaat, iruKpa yeXa ; 
oif fidrrjp aripyet fiev ^^Apr), ydfieri,*; Be rervKrav 
* A<f>alaTov, Kovvh koX irvpl /cal ^i<f)€acv ; 
ov fuiTpo^ fidrrip dvefuov fidari^i @d\aaaa 
Tpa'^if fioa ; yevera*; S* ovre ri^ ovre Ttz/09. 
Tovvexev 'A<f)aiaTov fiev e^e^ <px6ya KVfiaat, S* opyav 
arep^ev taav *'Apea)9 8' al/JLar6<l>vpTa ^eXr), 
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What wonder if destroying Love flame-breathing arrows plies ? 

what if he laugheth bitterly with wanton-looking eyes ? 

His mother, is she not in love with Ares ? and for lord 

Hephaestus hath she not ? allied with fire alike and sword. 

Doth not his mother's mother, Sea, in tempest harshly groan 

under the scourge ? but who his sire, or whence, are neither known. 

Sq from Hephaestus flame hath he, and billow-like the mood 

he loveth ; even as Ares, fond of arrows blood-embrued. 
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XI 



KavT09 *'E/oa>9 o irrrfvo^ iv aiOipi Biafiio^ r]\<o 
aypevdel^; to?? coi^ ofifULcc, Tcfidpcov. 
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XI 

Even winged Love was captured in the skies, 
Timarion, being snardd by thine eyes. 
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XII 



'Ifov €j(€i^ TO ^LXrjfMi, ra S' ofifuiTa, Ti/Mcipiov, irvp* 
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Thine eyes are fire, Timarion, 

thy kiss a lim^d lure ; 

thou kindlest whom thou look'st upon, 

whom touchest, hast him sure. 
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XIII 



Tpiaaal fikv ^dpire^, rpel^ he yXv/cvirdpOevoi *D,pac, 
TpeU S' ifik drjXvfiaveU olarpo/SoXovai itoOol, 
fj yap Tot rpia ro^a KareCpvaev, m dpa fiiXXcov 
ovj^l filav Tpcoaeiv, rpel^ B* iv ifiol xpaSia^. 
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XIII 



The Graces three in number are, 
and three the woman-mad desires 



the maiden Seasons three, 
that do enfrenzy me. 



For sure upon three bows he hath drawn tight three several darts, 

as not one heart alone to pierce within me, but three hearts ! 
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XIV 

Nal Tav Kvirpiv, "Ep©?, <^\€f © ra act irdvra irvptoaa^, 

To^a T€ Kal ^KvdiKTjv loioKov <f)apeTpr}V' 

i\>ke^(o vaX — rl fidraia yeXa^ xal ccfia (rear^pci)^ 

fiv')(j9i^€L<i ; rd'^a irov aaphdviov yeXdcec^. 

Tj ydp aev ra TroSrjycb Tlodcov a)/cv7rT€pa Ko-^as 

'XaX/coScTov a^iy^o) <ro?9 Trepl iroaal iriSrjv, 

KairoL K.aBfi€lov xpdro^ ocaofiev e? ae irdpoi/cov 

'^^XV o-v^ev^G), \vyKa irap alTrdkloL^. 

aK)C tOi, hvavlK7}Te, Xa^obv S' €7rc Kov^a iriSiXa 

eKTriraa-ov ra'^fjbvh^ eU iripov^ Trripifya^. 
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XIV 

Love, in the flames thine all, I swear by Cypris, I will burn, 

thy bow and Scythian quiver filled with arrows each in turn. 

I will, by — why so idly laugh ? with sneer so mocking why 

make mouths at me ? too soon wilt thou be laughing all awry. 

Thy plumes, the leaders of Desires, I verily will dock, 

and brazen fetters in their stead about thine ankles lock. 

Yet sure Cadmean then would be the triumph I should reap, 

to join thee neighbour to my soul, a wolf among the sheep ! 

Away, invincible, away ! light sandals take beside, 

and spread against another foe thy speedy pinions wide ! 
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XV 



^afiL TTOT iv fjLvdoL^ Tctv €v\aXov 'HXioBcopav 



TRANSLATION 31 



XV 

Soon Heliodora with her prattle sweet 
in graces even the Graces will defeat. 
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XVI 

^^X^ SfcrSa/c/oi/Te, rl aol to ireiravOev "Eptoro^ 

rpavfia S(,a a-ripvcov avOi^ dva^Xeyerai ; 

fir] fif) irpo^ <re A£09> fir] irpo^ A£09> ft) ^tXa^ovXe, 

KLvqari^i re^pa irvp viroXafiirofievov. 

avTLKa yap, XrjOapye Kax&v, irdXiv et ae ^vyovaav 

X'^yfrer "Epft)?, evpwv hpaireTiv alKiaeTai. 
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XVI 

Ah tearful soul, why sufferest 
again to be inflamed 
the wound of Love within thy breast 
that was but lately tamed ? 

Nay nay, be not, in heaven's name, 
in heaven's name, so rash, 
foolhardy one, to stir the flame 
now smouldering under ash ! 

For, heedless thou of all past ill, 
if flown another day 
Love finds thee, soon as caught he will 
chastise his runaway. 
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XVII 



Nal TOP ^^piora 0e\a) to irap* ovaacv ^HXioScopa^ 
^Oeyfia xXveiv rj ra? AaroiBeco KiOdpa^. 
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XVII 

By Love, Apollo's harp I would not hear 
as Heliodora's whisper in mine ear ! 
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XVIII 

AUl fioc Sivel fiev iv ovaaiv ^jf 09 *'Epci)T09, 

ofifia Se aiya TtoBoL^ to yXvKif Bdxpv ^eper 

ov8* rj vv^, ov <f}€yyo^ eKoifiKrev, a\X viro (f>t\Tp(ov 

^Srj irov Kpahla yvcoa-rb^ eveart, rviro^, 

& TTTavoL, fiTj Kai iror i^lirraaOaL fiev, ^'Epcore?, 

OLOar , airoiTTTJvai o ovo oaov tcj^vere ; 
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XVIII 

The sound of Love dins ever in mine ears ; 
silent mine eyes to Longing bear sweet tears : 
nor night nor dawn allays them : in my breast 
philtres have one familiar form imprest. 
O wingdd Loves, can ye fly hither then 
without even strength to fly away again ? 
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XIX 



Ez/TO? ifirj^ tcpaSlrj^ tclv evKoKov ' HXtoSw/oaz/ 
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XIX 

Within my heart the sweetly-prattling maid, 
soul of my soul, hath Love himself portrayed. 
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XX 

Oi; aoi ravT i/36a)v, '^v^'^' ^^^ K-virpiv, d\oi(r€i, 

& Si5cre/Ofi)9, l^£ TToWcb irpoanrrafievT) ; 

ovK i/36cDv ; elXiv ae ira^y) • tI fidrrjv ivl Seafiol^ 

airalpei^ ; avro^ "^pca^ tcl irrepd aov SeScKcv 

/cat a cttI irvp earrjae, fivpoL^ S' eppacve Xcttottvovv, 

S&K€ Se ScylraxTT) SaKpva Oepfid ircelv, 

a yjrv^Tf /3apvfio'^0€, aif S* apri fiev ex irvpo^ atOr), 

aprt S' dva'^frv'^ecf; Trvevfi dvaXe^afievrj, 

tI KkaUi^ ; Tov areyKTOv or iv KoXiroLaiv *'E/oci)Ta 

erpe^e^, ovk ySei^ w iirl aol rpe^ero ; 

OVK rjhei^; ; vvv yv&Oi /caX&v aWajfia rpo^eLcov, 

irvp CLfia Kal yjrvxpciv Se^afiivrj '^(Lova. 

avTT) ravO^ eiXov f^epe tov ttovov a^va 7rda"^€C^ 

a)v eSpa^, otttcS /caiofievrj fieXiTC, 
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XX 

Cried I not so to thee, my soul : Tlwu wilt be caught ^ I swear ^ 

lovesick one^ if hovering oft around the litnkd snare ? 

1 cried. The trap has taken thee. Why dost thou writhe in vain 
within thy bonds ? 'tis Love himself hath bound thy wings amain ; 

Set thee on flames, bedewed thy brows with myrrh when thou didst sink, 
and when thou thirstedst unto thee gave scalding tears to drink. 

So now in fire thou witherest, O soul in heavy pain, 
and now, recovering thy breath, thou growest cold again. 

Why weepest thou ? when heartless Love thou nourishedst at first 
within thy bosom, knew'st thou not against thee he was nursed ? 

Knewest thou not ? the recompense for thy kind nurture know, 
i-eceiving in thy heart at once both fire and freezing snow. 

'Twas thine own choice. Endure the pain. Thy wages thou hast earned, 
and sufferest fitly for thy fault, in boiling honey burned. 
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XXI 

^efiX'qcrOa} kv/So^' aine* iropevtrofiar rivlhe ToXfia, 
Olvo^ape^, riv ej^et? (fypovriSa ; K.eofmo'Ofiai. 
Kayfidcrofiac ; iroi, Ovfie, Tpeirj) ; Ti S' "'EpcDTC Xoyiafio^ ; 
airre Td')(p(;, Hov S' tJ irpoaOe Xoycov fieXeTrj ; 
'^ppi<f)0a) a'o<f>ia<; 6 iroXv^ ttovo^* tv fiovov olSa 
Tov0\ OTi /cat Ztjvo^ Xrj/ia /caOelXev *'E|oa)9. 
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XXI 

Try the hazard ! — light torches ! I'll go ! come, be bold ! 
Thou drunkard^ what meanest ? A revel 111 hold. 
A revet? Mind, whither? What's logic to Love? 
quick, a torch ! Our tong reasoning^ vain shall it prove ? 
Away with the labour of wisdom ! I know 
this only, that Zeus too by Love was brought low. 
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XXII 

OJfcro) val fict ere, ^aK'xe, to crov Opdao^;* ar/eo, /coifiayv 

ap'^e, Oeo^ Ovarctv avto'^^et /cpaSlav 

iv TTvpl yevvaOel^ aripyec^; (fyXoya rhv ev epayrt, 

/cai fi€ ttoXlv Sijaa^; tov crov ayet^ iKerr^v, 

a irpohora^ koX a/mcno^ e^v?* reh S' opyia KpvineLv 

avS&v eK^aiveLv rafict av vvv iOeKeu^. 
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XXII 

Bacchus, by thyself I swear, 
thy spite I'll bear : 
lead on, thou lord of revels, ride 
a god my mortal will to guide ! 

Bom in fire, thou dost approve 
the flame of love, 
and again thou bringest me 
bound, in homage unto thee. 

Oh a traitor is thy heart, 
untrue thou art ! 
bidding thy mysteries conceal, 
now thou wouldest mine reveal. 



£ 
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XXIII 

avra yctp fiC i/iol ypd<l)€TaL ^eo? a? to iroOetvov 
ovvofi iv cLKprfT^ arvy/c€pdara<i Triofiai, 
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XXIII 

Fill, to Enchantment and to Love in Heliodora's name ! 

fill, to the sweetly-speaking Grace, again, again the same ! 

For she my only goddess is whose name, whereon I think, 

with my pure draught of offering I mingle ere I drink. 
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XXIV 

nXe^fi) \€V/c6iov, TrXe^o) S' aTraXrjv cifia fivproLf; 
vdp/ciaraov, irXi^o) /cal ra yeX&vra fcplva* 
TrXe^fi) Kol KpoKov rjhvv, iirnrXe^oi S' vclkivOov 
TTOp^vpirjv, irXe^cD xal ^CKepaara poha* 
0)9 hv iirl /cpord^oL^; /jLvpo^otTrpifXpv '}i\to8(opa<; 
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XXIV 

White violets I'll twine ; 
the tender daffodilly 
with myrtles V\\ entwine ; 
I'll twine the laughing lily. 

I'll twine sweet crocus too ; 
ril twine among my posies 
dark hyacinth for blue ; 
I'll twine the lover's roses. 

That thrown my lady's head 
of myrrhy tresses over 
a wreath with blossom shed 
her lovely locks may cover. 
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XXV 



'O G'Te<f>avo^ irepl tcparl fiapacverat 'HXioSdpa^' 
aifTT) 8* iKkdfiTrev tov <TT€^dvov are^avo^. 
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XXV 

On Heliodora's brow the garland pines, 
but she the garland of the garland shines. 
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XXVI 



%<j)aLpLaTctp TOP *'E/}(i)Ta rpe^cD' aoX S\ 'HXtoScopa, 
^aXKet rav iv ifiol TraXKofievav KpahLav, 
aX>C aye avfiiralKTav Se^ac 1160 ov el S* anro (rev fie 
pl'sjrao^, ovK otacD riuv airoKaiaTpov v^pLV, 
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XXVI 



Love with me as a ball-player 
O Heliodora, throws the heart 

Come take Desire for playfellow 
or I'll not brook the haughtiness 



I keep, that unto thee, 
that boundeth up in me. 

and straight return Love's aim, 
that cannot play the game. 
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XXVII 



" KpiraaraL* t/9 Toaaov av al)(jJbdaat arfpLo^ ecrj, 
Ti^ Toaov, aXpeaOai koI 7rp6<i ''Epwra fid'^rfv ; 

^alve ttoKlv arepvcDv ivTo^ ifi&v, /cpaSia. 
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XXVII 

She's stolen ! who dauntless enough to give battle, 
who fierce enough, war against Love to' declare ? 
light the torches at once ! — but that rustle and rattle- 
back into my breast again, heart ! she is there ! 



'v. 
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XXVIII 

'^avec^ iKirpoXiirova elaptva^ KaXvtca^ ; 

rj (TV y€ fJUTfvvet^ ori fcal yXvfcif fcal hvainroKTTOV 

irtKpbv ael xpaSia icevrpov '^ptoro^ ej^e* ; 

val So/ceo), tovt elTraq. ii) ^CKepaaTe, iraXlfiTrovf; 

arel'xc' irdXat rrjv arjv otSafiev ar/y€\ir)v. 
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XXVIII 

Tell me, flower-pastured bee, why thus the buds of spring 

forsaking, Heliodora's cheek thou brushest with thy wing ? 

Dost thou signify that there, with sweetness and with smart 

both laden, dwells a sting of love aye bitter to the heart ? 

Yes, methinks, 'tis this thou say'st : go, friend of lovers, go, 

return upon thy path — I knew thy message long ago. 
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XXIX 

*'Ei7j^^t KoX ttoKlv eliri, ttoXiv, ttoXlv, 'HXtoScipa?* 
etTre, (rifv axpijTcp to y\v/cif filtry ovofia* 
teal fiot Tov ^p€'y0€VTa fivpot^ /cat j^^^for iovra 
fiva/JLoavvov Kelva^ afi^LrlOei (rricfyavov. 
SaKpveo ^CKepaaTov Ihov pohov ovveKa Kcivav 
aXKoOt /coif koXttol^ dfierepoL^ iaopa. 
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XXIX 

Fill up ! to Heliodora mine 
again, again, again ! 
mixed with the pure unblended wine 
her sweet name let me drain ! 

Bring me the wreath of yesterday 
that drippeth still with myrrh, 
and throw it round my brows, I pray, 
in memory of her ! 

Ah see, the rose, love's favourer, 
is weeping, sore distrest, 
because elsewhere it seeth her, 
and not upon my breast. 



6o POEMS OF MELEAGER 



XXX 

Alaaofi *'Ep(i)9 top a/ypVTrvov ifiol iroOov 'HXtoSft>/}a9 

Koifiiaop alSeaOeU fiovaav ifiav l/cctiv, 

vaX yctp Srj riu aiu ro^a, tA fir) BeBiSayfiiva ^aXKetv 

aWov, ael S* hr ifiol TTTrjvh 'xiovra ^ikrj, 

el Kai fie Krelvat^, \eiyfra) ^cDvevvr eirX Tv/il3q> 

ypdfifiaT' epa)TOc dpA, leTNe, /vMeki(t>ON(HN. 
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XXX 

Love, prithee spurn thou not my Muse that kneeleth at thy feet, 

but lull my still-awake desire for Heliodora sweet 

For by thy bow, that has not learnt to aim at other hearts 

but without end at mine alone to pour its winged darts. 

If thou shouldst kill me, I will leave engraved my tomb above 

a legend saying : Str anger ^ see the murderousness of Love, 
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XXXI 

*fl vv^, & <j)L\dr/pv7rvo^ ifiol iroOo^ 'H\toSc5/}a9, 

KoX (TKoXi&v 6p6p(ov Kvlafiara Sa/cpvxaprj, 

apa fiiveo aTopyrj^; ifih Xelyjrava, Kal to ^IXtj/mi 

fivafioawov '^vx/>5 OoKireT iv elKaaia ; 

apd 7' €')(ei air/KOLTa tcL SaKpva, Kafwv ovevpov 

ylrvxaTraTTjv arepvot,^ afi^L^cCKovaa ^CKei ; 

rj veo^ aWo9 €/}G)9, vea Tralyuia ; /iii]7roT€y Xv'xye, 
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XXXI 

O Night, O vigilant desire for Heliodora dear ! 

O tortures of the crabbed moms whose joy is in my tear ! 

Remaineth aught for me of love ? and in cold phantasy 

doth yet my kiss abide with her still warm in memory ? 



And oh, are tears her bedfellows ? 
upon her breast my dreamed form 



and doth she clasp and kiss 
that cheats her soul of bliss ? 



Or some new love and new delights — ? ah, never brook to see 

the like, O lamp, but be her guard with whom I charged thee. 
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XXXII 

Axpk, ifi&v aTrdTfj/Jba iroOtav, irapafivOiov vTrvov, 
cLKpl^, dpovpaCrj Movo'a, XiyvTrrepvye, 
avTO(l>v€^ fii/irjfia Xvpa^, Kpexe fioi to iroOeivov, 
iyKpovovaa ^1X0^9 iroaal XdXov^ Trrepvya^, 
0)9 fie TTOVfov pvaato irava/ypvirvouo ii€pifivr)<;, 
obKpC, fitTcoaa/JbivT) (jyOoyyov epayroifKavov 
S&pa Si aoL yrjTeLov deiOdhJe^ opOpivh hdxr&i 
Kol Bpoaepk^ aTOfuiTL a-^i^ofi€va<; yfra/cdSa<;. 
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XXXII 

Cicala, bringer on of sleep, deceiver of my pain, 

cicala, meadow-muse of tuneful wing, 

Nature's own mimic of the lyre, come strike a charming strain, 

with thine own feet thy shrill wings battering. 

To free me from the miseries of ever-wakeful care, 
the woof of love-beguiling sound renew ; 
and unto thee, as morning gifts, leeks ever-green 111 bear, 
and for thy mouth divided drops of dew. 



• • • 
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XXXIII 

Ad/cpvd aoL KoX vipOe Bo^ j(0ovo^, 'HXtoSdpa, 

Seopovfiao, aropya^ '\el'>^avov eh ^AlBav, 

SaKpva SvaSaKpvra' iroXvKKavrtp S* cttI TVfi^ep 

airevhto fivafia ttoOcdv fivafia ^CKo^poavva^;. 

ol/cTpct yap, olKTpii <j)l\av ae koI iv <f>0lfJL€voL<; MeXeaypo^: 

ald^Q), icevehv eh ^A/^epovTa ^dpov 

alal TTOv TO TToOetvov ifiol 6d\of; ; apiraaev "KiZrj^, 

apiraaev* axfiatov S* av0o<; €(f)Vp€ Kovt^. 

oKKd ae yovvov/juii, Ta Travrpo^e, rhv irapohvprov 

Tjpifia <roh koXttoo^, fiarep, ivayKaXlaai,, 



TRANSLATION 67 

XXXIII 

Tears, Heliodora, tears to thee, 
deep down the earth beneath, 
I offer, of my constancy 
a remnant unto Death ; 

Tears, bitter tears ; a sacrifice, 
thy woeful tomb above, 
pouring in token of my sighs, 
in token of my love. 

Yea, sorely, sorely so for thee, 
still dear, though with the worn, 
vain tribute for Mortality, 
doth Meleager mourn : 

Ah me^ where is my darling bud? 
the Grave hath ravished ity 
hath ravished it; the dust hath strewed 
my blooming floweret 

O fostering Earth, I pray of thee 
that her, my grief untold, 
unto thy bosom tenderly 
thou. Mother, wilt enfold. 
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OcKTpoTaTov /idrrfp ae, ^apl^eve, S&pov €9 ''AcSav 
oKTtoKavSeKeTav eaToKifre yKafivhf 
fj yap Srj xal Trirpo^ &v earevev clvLk air otxcov 
aXvK€<; olfMoya aov vckvv dj(0o^6p€vv, 
irevOo*; S*, ou^ vfievaiov, dvaypvovro yovrje^;, 
aial T^9 /UKTT&v yfrevSofiiva^ '^dpna^;, 
Koi Keveh^ a>SZj/a9* lia KaKoirdpOeve Moipa, 
arelpa yova^ a-ropyctv eirTvaa^ eU dvifJLov^;. 
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A GIFT most piteous in thy mantle's fold 
unto the grave 

thee, O Charixenus, eighteen years old, 
thy mother gave. 

Even a stone had wept upon the day 
when from thy door 

forth with lament the burden of thy clay 
thy fellows bore, 

And loud thy parents wailed for misery, 

not marriage blest, 

alas, the disappointed charity, 

of mother's breast, 

Alas, the empty travail ! — ah, too stern 
virgin above, 

unto the winds, thou barren Fate, to spurn 
a parent's love ! 
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XXXV 

Ov Tdfiov aW' ^AlSav eirLvvfi^lhiov KXeaplara 

Si^aro irapOevla^; afi/xara Xvofiiva' 

apTi yctp eairepiOL vvfi^wi hr\ hiKklaiv a')(€vv 

\q)toI Kol 0aXdjAa>v CTrXaTayevvTo Ovpar 

rj&oi S' 6\o\vyfiov dvcKpayov, ix S* vfiivaio^; 

(TiTfaOeU yoepov ^Oey/na fieOapfioaaro' 

ai S' avToX /cal <f>€rfyo<; ehahov^evv irepl ttcutt^ 

irevKac zeal ^Oifiiva vepOev e^aivov 6S6v. 



TRANSLATION 71 



XXXV 

Not Marriage Clearista won to wait upon her wedding 
but Death, when she unloosed the zone of her virginity : 
for late the pipes at eventide were at her portal shedding 
their music, and her chamber-doors resounded noisily ; 

And early on the morrow they raised a note of sorrow, 
the bridal-chorus quieted became a chant of woe ; 
and so the self-same torches about her bower's porches 
gave shine and for her perished lit up the path below. 
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eic Tdlc AYKdk/wBfAdkC 

^e^treprjv ^AlSao Oeov X^P^ ^^^ '^^ Kekatvh 
6fivvfji^v apprjTov Sifivia Jlepo-e^ovf)^;, 
irapOevoi, o)9 ctv/jlov koI vtto yQovL* ttoW^ 8' o 'rrcKpo^ 
ala^p^ fcaff* 7}fieTepri<; e^Xvae TrapOevlr}^ 
^ApxiXo^p^' iirecov he xaXrjv (jxiriv ovk iirl Ka'XA 
epya ywaixelov S' eTpairev eh iroKefiov. 
HiepiSe^, tc Koprjcriv €(j> v^pcaTrjpa^ idfi^ov^; 
erpaTrer, ov^ oal^ (fxoTl ^^'Pt'^ofievai ; 
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XXXVI 

THE DAUGHTERS OF LYCAMBES 

By the right hand of Hades, lord of death, 
and the dark couch of dread Persephone, 
virgin indeed are we, even earth beneath ; 
but slanders oft on our virginity 
poured harsh Archilochus, to no fair use 
his fair speech but on woman-war bestowing : 
Muses, the sharp lampoon why let ye loose 
on maids, to one impure your favour showing ? 
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TavraXl iral, ^Lo^a, kXv* ifiav ^aTiVi ayyeXov ara^* 

Si^av (T&v d^iayv olxTpOTarav \aXidv. 

Xve KOfia^; dvaSea/iov, m fiapvTrevBio'v ^ol^ov 

yecvafiiva to^oc^ dpaevoiracSa yovov 

oij (TOL 7raZS€9 ex elcriv. arap tc toS* aXXo ; ri Xevaato ; 

alal irXrjfivppel irapdeviKoiaL ^6vo<;. 

d fjbkv yap fuiTpo^ irepX yovvaaiVi d S' hii KoXiroi^ 

K^KXiTai, d S' eirX ya^, d S' eirLfutaTihio^' 

aXKa S dvTODTTOv Bafi^ec ^eXo^' d S' iir* oiaTol^ 

irrwatrei' tSL^ S' efJLirvovv 6fifi eri ^w opda. 

d Se XdXov arep^aaa iraXai aTOfia vvv vtto Odfi^ev^ 

fidrrfp aapKoirayrj^ ola ireirrjye XlOo^, 
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Hear, Niobe, my voice that brings the tidings of distress 

receive the lamentable tale of thine unhappiness. 

Unloose the binding of thy brows, * who thy male progeny 

hast borne unto a grievous doom, Apollo's archery. 

Thy boys, they are no more — but lo, what fate is this beside ? 

what see I here ? ah me, with blood of maidens flows a tide ! 

For one is at her mother's knees, one to her bosom prest ; 

another lies upon the ground, another at the breast : 

One stares at the confronting bolt ; one at the arrow-flight 

crouches ; another's living eye yet looks upon the light. 

And she, the mother, who did erst lips never-silent own, 

doth now stand flxed in her dismay like some incarnate stone. 
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elc jd €Ap 

X-el/JLarof; rjvefioevTO^; air alOepo^ olj(pfi€VOLO 
TTop^vpirj fieiBrjae t^epavdeo^ eXapo^; &pr)' 
yala Se Kvaveri j(\o€prjv i<rT€'\jraTo iroirjv 
Kol ^VTct drfK'qaavTa veoL^ iKOfirfae ireTrfKoi^, 
oi S' aircCKriv irLvovre^ ae^i^vTov Spocrov 'HoO? 
Xecfi&v€^ yeXoaxTiv dvoLyofievoio poSoio* 
j^a/pe* Kol avpiyyi vofieif^ iv opetrai Xcyalvtov, 
Kol TToXcoif; ipl^oL^i iinTepireTai aiiroKo^ aly&v. 
7]Srj Sk 7r\(6ov(riv iir evpea KVfJLara vavrai 
TTVOtfj aTrrjfidvTO) Ttet^vpov \lva KoXirdaavTO^* 
7]Br} S' evdi^ovai <j}€p€aTa^v\q> Aiovvatp 
dvOei iSoTpvoevTO^ epe'y^dfievoL rpl'^a Ktaaov, 
epya he re'^V'^evra ^orjyeveeaai fxeKiaaai^; 
KCiXh fiekeiy KoX aiyb^fp e^rjiievaL ipyd^ovrac 
\eu/cA TrdXvTpriTOLO veoppvra xdWea Krjpov. 
irdvTTj S' opvi0(ov yeverj \iyv(}>a}vov delSec, 
dXKvove^ irepX Kv/Jia, j(€\cB6v€<; dfi<f>l fiiXaOpa, 
KVKVo^ iir 6')(6ai(rLV Trorafiov Koi vir a\<ro9 drjBcov. 
el Se (j>vT&v ')(alpovGL KOfjuic, xdl yata Ted'qKev, 
avpi^ei Bk vofiev^, xal TepireTai eviroKa firjXa, 
KoX vavrai TrXdoovai, Acoovvao^ Se j(pp€vei, 
Kot ixeKirei ireTerjvd, Kal mSivovai fieKuaaai, 
7ra)9 OX) j(pfj Kal docSov iv etapv koKov deiaai ; 
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XXXVIII 

SPRING 

As soon as windy Winter was gone from the sky, 

out smiled the sunny season of flower-bearing Spring : 

the dark earth of green grass a coronal put on, 

and sucking scions burgeoned with petals all anew. 

And now the meadows drinking the tender dew of Dawn, 

their foster-mother, laugh with the opening of the rose. 

The shepherd in the mountains pipes gaily on his reed, 

and in the white kids of the goats the goatherd takes delight. 

Now on the ocean-billows the sailors are afloat, 

outbosoming their canvas the Zephyr's harmless breath. 

To clustered Dionysus men sing their praises now, 

with berried ivy's blossom engarlanding their hair. 

Now with their cunning duties the kine-engendered bees 

are busy, and within the hive do seated labour out 

the white, liquid treasures of the often-pierced comb. 

The tribe of birds with voices clear are singing everywhere, 

the kingfisher about the wave, the swallow round the roof, 

the swan upon the river-banks, the nightingale in wood. 

Then if green leaves are merry, and earth is all in bloom, 

and if the shepherd pipeth, and fleecy flocks delight, 

if Dionysus danceth, and sailors are afloat, 

if chant the feathered creatures, and bees are travailing, 

how should not in the spring-time the poet sweetly sing ? 

G 
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XXXIX 



fiVKarac, i|ri^Ai; pvofievo^ ffavarov. 

aXXct fiiOe^, l^povihr], top dporpia* koI aif yhp avT09 

iropOfiev^ "Etvpanrrj^ ravpo^, ava^, iyevov. 
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XXXIX 

The ox himself, O Zeus in heaven, is lowing at thine altar 
in supplication unto thee to save him from his doom : 
O son of Cronos, loose, I pray, the plougher from the halter, 
for thou to bear Europa didst thyself a bull become. 



8o POEMS OF MELEAGER 



XL 

T/9 rdhe fioc 6ri7}Th ire pi OptyKotaiv avrplre 
(TKvXa, iravaKT'^la'Trjv ripyltcv 'Ez/uaXfou ; 
ovT€ yctp alyaviai irepuayee^ ovt€ tl TriyX^f 
a\\o<^09 ovT€ ^6v(p j(pav0€V ap'qpe aaxo^' 
aW' avT(0<: yav6(0VTa xal oaTV^ekiKTa aihaptp, 
old irep ovK ivoira^ aXKcL 'Xpp&v evapa, 
0I9 OoKafiov Kocr/jielTe yafi'^Xiov oirXa Be \v0pq> 
XeijSofieva ^poretp ariKo^ *'Aprjo^ €j(pc. 
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XL 

Who was it hung gay spoils to me 
about my temple thus, 
a gift of high indignity 
to Enyalius ? 

Here are no spears of splintered wood, 
no crestless helm is here ; 
no buckler here befouled with blood 
doth on my wall appear. 

Unbuffeted by sword or lance 
are these, but virgin-bright, 
liker to trophies of the dance 
than trophies of the fight. 

Go, wedding-chambers ornament 
with weapons free from speck ; 
let arms with human gore besprent 
the shrine of Ares deck ! 
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XLI 

EtTre Av/caiviSi, Aopxd^;' ^18^ (09 iiriTrjKra (f>i\ovara 

fj\a><;' ov KpxnrreL irXaarrov epcora ')(p6vo^* 

a/yy€i\ov rdSe, Aopxd^;' ISoif ird\i, hevrepov avry 

Kal Tpirov a/yyeiKov, Aopxd^, airavra' Tp€j(€. 

fi7)K€Ti fiiWe, irerov — ^payy iioi, ^pa'^y, Aopxd^, iwiar'X€<;' 

AopKd<;, iroi o-TreuSet^, irplv ere rh irdvra fiadeiv ; 

irpofrde^ S* 0I9 eXpriKa irdXat — imKKov S' on, — \rjp&' 

fjLTjSkv oXo)9 etiry^; — a\V ore — irdvra Xeye. 

[iri (f)€lSov rdSe irdvra \iyeiv — xairoi rl ere, Aopxd^, 

iKiri/iiro), trvv (to\ Kavro^ ihov irpod^cov ; 
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XLI 

Dorcas, say to Lycaenis: See^ hypocrite prove 
thy kisses / time hides not a counterfeit love. 

Take, Dorcas, this message ; again to her say, 
say again to her all of it, Dorcas \ away ! 

Nay, loiter not, fly ! — stop a moment, attend ! 
Dorcas, whither so fast before hearing the end ? 

To my first message add that — or rather, that — well, 
say nothing at all — but that — all of it tell 1 

Refrain not from telling her all — but why so 
am I sending you, Dorcas, when with you I go ? 
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XLll 



Ilafi/i'^TOp Trj, 'xalpe' av tov irdpo^ ov fiapifv eh ere 
Aiariyivrjv Kavrr) vvv en'e')(pi<i a^ap'q^;. 



TRANSLATION 85 



XLII 

Hail, Mother Earth ! Aesigenes, 
that erst was unto thee 
not heavy, now in turn ma/st please 
to press not heavily. 
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XLIII 



Sfifiaac avfiireldei irdvra^; iptoToirXoetv. 
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XLIII 

AscLEPiAS, that amorous maid, 
even as Calm at sea, 
doth all by her bright eyes persuade 
love-mariners to be. 
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XLIV 



Ti)v irvpl vr)j(pfi€vrjv yfrv^^^v &v iroWaKi Kalrji;, 
(f)€v^€T, "Epo)?' KavTf), ar^xirXi, ej^et irripvya^;. 



) 
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XLIV 

My soul that swims in fire forbear, 
O Love, to bum so oft ; 
she too hath wings, thou wretch ! beware, 
or she will fly aloft 
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XLV 

Top rayyirovv eri, iraiSa avvapiraarOepra TCKOvarj^; 

dpri fi airo arepvav ovaroevra Xa/^oDv 

iv KokiroL^ <TT€f)yova'a Si€Tp€(f>€v a y\vK€p6'Xpa><; 

Pavlov, elapivoi^ avOeai fioarKOfievov 

ovSe fi€ fi7)Tpo<; €T el'Xje tto^o?* 6vri<TK(o S' viro 6olvr}<; 

Kal fiov irpo^ KXicrlai^; Kpin^ev vi/cvv, (09 iv ovelpoL<; 
aiiv opav /colrrj^ yciToveovra to^ov. 
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XLV 

From my mother's breast forlorn 
I, the swift of foot, was torn 
lately, but an infant yet, 
a long-ear^d leveret. 
Tender Phanion lovingly 
with kind keeping cherished me 
in her bosom, banquetting 
on the blossoms of the spring : 
and no longer then I sighed 
for my mother ; but I died 
from a feast unlimited, 
being on too much plenty fed. 
And my corpse by her bedside 
in her chamber she did hide, 
so in dreams my tomb to spy 
to her couch for ever nigh. 
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XLVI 



K.€ifiai' \a^ iirlfiaive Kar avj(^€Vo<;, ay pie Batfiov 
ol8d ae, val fih Oeov^, koX ^apvv ovra ifiipetv 
olSa Kal €/J/irvpa ro^a* fiaXoDV S* eir ifirjv ^peva irvpa'oif<; 
ov <f)\€^€L^' 7]Srj iraaa yap iari T€(l>prj, 
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XLVI 

Low lie I : tread upon my head, 
thou cruel Power ! I swear 
by heaven above, I know thee, Love, 
though hard thou art to bear ; 

Thy fiery bow full well I know : 
but at my heart if thou 
shouldst hurl a torch, it will not scorch, 
for all is ashes now. 



H 
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XLVII 

^v^oproi vae<i TreXayiTLBe*;, at iropov ''EWa? 

TrXeZre, koXov KoXiroi*; he^d^evai ^opeav, 

7]v TTOV iir* 'qiovcDV K.a>av xarct vaaov Xhr}T€ 

^aviov €9 'xapoirov hepKOfJbevav irekayo^;, 

TovT e7ro9 ayy€i7ui(r0€' koXt} vve, <ro9 fi€ KOfii^ec 

i/jL€po<; ov vavTav iroaal he ire^oiropov 

el ycbp TOVT ccttolt ev aTeXKoiaff* avTiKa koI Zeif^ 

ovpLo^ vfieTepa^ irvevaeTat eh oOova^. 
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XLVII 

Trim ships of ocean, o'er the way 
of Helle sailing forth, 
while in your swelling bosoms play 
fair breezes of the North, 

When passing by the Coan strand, 
if anywhere you sight 
Phanion gazing from the land 
upon the ocean bright. 

Deliver unto her this word : 
Fair damsel^ yearning sweet 
for thee conveys me^ not aboard 
but faring on my feet. 

And if ye render this my tale 
then cheerly may you go, 
and Zeus with favourable gale 
shall on your canvas blow. 
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XLVIII 



Marpo? It iv KoXwoiaiv 6 vrjino^ opdpLva iral^mv 
aarpaydKoi^ rovfiov irvevfi ifcv^evaev "Ep©?. 
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XLVIII 

When, at his mother's bosom yet, 
Love, soon as night was past, 
played knuckle-bones, the infant set 
my soul upon the cast. 



98 POEMS OF MELEAGER 



XLIX 

Na<ro9 6/aA OpeTTTeipa Hvpo^' ircuTpa Si fi€ t€kvoI 

'AT^t9 iv ^ Kaavploi^ vaco/jueva, TdSapw 

lEiVKpaTecD S* efiXaarov 6 avv Moucraf? Me\ea7/0O9 

TTp&ra Mei/^TfTretot? avvTpo'xaaa^ ^dpiaiv. 

el Be Xvpo^, TL TO Oavfia ; filav, ^eve, TrarplSa Koafiov 

valofiev €V Ovarov^ irdvra^ €TCkt€ Xao9. 

TTovkveTTjf; S' i'xapa^a rdS* iv Be\Toc(TC irpo tv/jlj3ov' 

7?7p(»9 yctp yeircDV KayyvOev 'A/Se©. 

dWd fie Tov T^xiKlov koX Trpeafivrrjv <tv irpoaeLiro}V 

'Xaipecv eh yrjpa^ kuvto^ Xkolo XdXov, 
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XLIX 



Tyre was the isle that fostered me, 
my birth-place Gadara, 
among the Assyrians though it be, 
a town of Attica. 

The son of Eucrates am I, 
that with the Muses' aid 
the Graces of Menippus nigh 
my earliest course essayed. 

If Syrian, what the marvel then ? 
stranger, we all have yet 
one fatherland, the world ; all men 
one Chaos did beget. 

When full of years inscribe I this 
on tablets for my tomb, 
for he that age's neighbour is 
near unto death is come. 

Thy garrulous and ancient sage 
greet with a kindly speech ; 
so pray I garrulous old age 
thou in thy turn may'st reach. 



■J .J " ^ 
" ■J w J 
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'At/06/lmi9, w ^iv€, I3alv€' Trap* evae^ea-iv yctp 6 irpea^v^ 

evSei KoifirjOeU virvov 6<j}eiK6fjL€Vov, 

lEvKpaTecD MeXeaypo^, 6 tov y\vKv8aKpvv *'lSipa)Ta 

Kol Movcra? tKapal^ avaToXiaa^ X.dpiacv 

ov OeoTrac^ rjvSpGxre Tvpo<; TaSdpcDV S* iepcL 'xOcov 

Kw9 S* iparfj MepOTrcov irpea^vv iyrjpoTpo^ec, 

a\V el fi€v ^vpo^ iaal, ^oKafi* ei h oiv av ye ^olvi^, 

Na^S^o?* el S' ''EXXtjv, ^acpe* to S' avTO ^pdaov. 
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Tread softly, stranger : here at rest among pure souls below 

an old man, Meleager, sleeps the sleep that all men owe : 

The son of Eucrates ; that did together of his wit 

Muses and Love the sweet in tears with merry Graces knit : 

Whom Tyre divine to manhood reared, and Gadara's holy land ; 

Cos of the Merops nursed his age upon her lovely strand. 

If thou art Syrian, then Salaam ! Naidios ! if Phenician ; 

prithee to me return the same, or Chaere / if a Grecian. 



Transformed fifty blossoms are of Meleager's soul, 
all with the Muses and the Graces grown : 
let these suffice thee ; for by far the half exceeds the w/iole, 
say we to whom is Hesiod's wisdom known. 



"HSi; irevTrfKovTa fiereirXdaafiev MeXearypov 
(TvvTpo<\>a KaX Mou(ra49 avdea koX ^apL<nv, 
dpK€LT(o (Toc ToaadB'' eVel hA^on hmicy hant^c, 
W9 <j}afjb€v oi ao<^ir}v eihore^ ^Ylaiohov. 



NOTES 

II. Love is supposed a runaway; and the poem begins as a proclamation 
describing him. In 1. 4 we should perhaps more probably join vwra 
<^a/0€T/oo<^o/oos 'with a quiver at his back,' as \pva-€ov irepl vwra cjiaperptov 
in the second Idyll of Moschus, which this poem closely imitates. For, 
as writers in this kind generally, Meleager is a constant borrower of 
ideas, notably from Callimachus. 

XXI. This is the ending of a debate with his own heart. 

XXXVI. For Archilochus and this famous story, see the chapter on the 
Satirists in Mr. Symonds's Greek Poets, 

XXXVII. A messenger coming from Mount Cithaeron with tidings for Niobe 
of the death of her sons, there slain by Apollo, finds her daughters also 
dying by the arrows of Artemis. 

XL. Ares speaks. 

XLVII. In 11. 5 and 7 the reading is quite uncertain. 

XLIX. 1. 2. Though in Syrian soil, an Attic city by virtue of its intellectual 
culture. The poets often say Assyrian for Syrian. 1. 4. For Menippus, 
see the Introduction. In the merry Graces Meleager refers to his satiric 
work The Graces^ there mentioned. 
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